I suppose the first breaking and remaking for me had been in early childhood in the 1930s. The Eden into which I was born, coming into a cream-colored, Regency terrace house, was Regent's Park in London. It's still a lovely place. It was there that God shone for me first, through the pattern made by street lamps on my bedroom ceiling, as my mother told me of that overarching presence holding our little world and all its inhabitants and, in the nearby zoo, the animals I could hear being fed each morning. The enlightenment of this presence was enhanced by my parents' imparting a sense of secure, rational modernity and human progress that would always prevail over all else. In response to glimpses and hints I picked up, through a newsreel in a cinema or on the wireless, of people being bombed in China, of marching in Germany, my father, an informed journalist on the Times who had himself fought in the trenches of World War I, assured me that there would be no more war for us. t  t  h  e  b  r  e  a  k  i  n  g  i  n  o  f  d  a  r  k  n  e  s  s  b  e  g  a  n  ,  t  h  e  s  h  a  d  o  w  s  p  r  e  a  d  o  v  e  r  t  h  e  p  a  r  k  ,  a  s  a  i  r  r  a  i  d  s  h  e  l  t  e  r  s  s  t  a  r  t  e  d  t  o  b  e  d  u  g  t  h  e  r  e  .  T  h  e  i  n  t  i  m  a  t  e  r  a  i  l  i  n  g  s  w  e  r  e  r  e  m  o  v  e  d  t  o  b  e  m  e  l  t  e  d  d  o  w  n  ,  a  n  d  t  h  e  s  i  r  e  n  s  s  t  a  r  t  e  d  t  o  s  o  u  n  d  o  u  t  o  v  e  r  o  u  r  n  e  i  g  h  b  o  r  h  o  o  d  ,  j  u  s  t  f  o  r  p  r  a  c  t  i  c  e  ,  "  i  n  c  a  s  e  .  "  W  h  e  n  I  w  e  n  t  o  f  f  t  o  t  h  e  b  o  a  r  d  i  n  g  s  c  h  o  o  l  ,  f  r  o  m  w  h  i  c  h  I  w  a  s  t  o  s  e  e  t  h  e  s  k  y  g  l  o  w  o  f  C  o  v  e  n  t  r  y  b  e  i  n  g  b  o  m  b  e  d  ,  a  n  d  t  h  e  f  a  m  i  l  y  w  a  s  e  v  a  c  u  a  t  e  d  t  o  t  h  e  v  i  l  l  a  g  e  w  h  e  r  e  w  e  w  o  u  l  d  a  w  a  i  t  t  h  e  t  h  r  e  a  t  e  n  e  d  i  n  v  a  s  i  o  n  a  n  d  l  i  s  t  e  n  t  o  C  h  u  r  c  h  i  l  l  g  r  o  w  l  i  n  g  t  h  a  t  w  e  w  o  u  l  d  "  f  i  g  h  t  o  n  t  h  e  b  e  a  c  h 
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But the move that gave my whole life its real direction came when, at the instigation of one of our professors, I went out to teach church history (I had always been a historian) in the University of Ibadan in Nigeria. So I came to be plunged into that rich world beyond Europe (or the West!). In Africa there was so much to learn and relearn. There I met with the breaking and remaking of a whole society. As I worked to encourage my students to explore the real history of their own churches, and sought to care for the whole range of students across the university, I served under an African pastor in our department. He urged me to explore the real meaning of the Gospel to Nigerians. I studied social anthropology, helped by brilliant guides, and soon I was led to the Isoko people of the western delta. There I stumbled upon an amazing early (1910?) vision of Christ, which was almost my Berlin experience, transposed into a totally new key. It had never been fulfilled, but the memory of it lived on. 
I returned to Magdalene, Cambridge, with my wife-to-be, Jean (a Scottish doctor, a former CMS missionary), who had been our university medical officer in Ibadan.
Together, in Nigeria, we had struggled to bring healing and wholeness to the students as we worked together with other Christians on the staff. But while we had been away , our own whole society at home had changed. In Cambridge I was broken again, and well nigh despairing of ever being able to get through to the students at all! It was only after my encounter with David Watson the evangelist, then a curate in the city, that we met with the beginnings of the charismatic renewal, and once again, now at the hands of David Du Plessis on a missionary visit to London, I received a further "remaking," an in-filling of the Spirit. Gradually, in that strangely utopian culture, I was able to see the meaning of our Nigerian experience in this setting and to develop a form of chapel community that seemed to offer to many the "Ibribina" possibility. I tried to point their generation to the hope of a new humanity, a new way of being God's people in the Spirit. Then came a further opportunity of working this out. John V. Taylor, whom I had come to know at CMS, where I had chaired the Africa committee, invited me to go and start a new CMS training college at Selly Oak, in Birmingham, which we called Crowther Hall, after the great Nigerian bishop consecrated under CMS auspices through Henry Venn's farsightedness in 1864. Bishop Crowther had died of a broken heart, after being deeply hurt by a new, arrogant generation of young missionaries, at a time when the CMS had forgotten much of its earlier vision. In Selly Oak, I was to lecture on how the CMS had started in 1799 as a movement of reparation for the evils of the slave trade and East Asian commerce, to bring the hope of a new gospel life to Africa and the East, and how after Venn's death it lost its way. Venn's vision of the euthanasia of mission -that is, of bringing mission-agency control of the African church to an end -was neglected. The CMS itself became a vehicle of white dominance over the churches it had helped to found. The sudden sense of bereavement when John Taylor left CMS, and the summons to me to attempt to step into his and Max Warren's giant shoes as general secretary, unexpectedly gave me the opportunity to explore more of the universal implications of the Crowther Hall experience. As the CMS had grown smaller in numbers and had deepened its relationships with fellow Christians and church leaders, in parts of the world both familiar and new to it, we had steadily come out from under our dangerous heritage of power. Yet we had to recognize the inherent contradictions of the global market. We were at the mercy of its pressures. We could never really escape the continuing concealed colonialism. But at least we must recognize now, wholeheartedly, that in so many ways we must decrease that others may increase. The world missionary task must be tackled by Christians from all the churches acting together and no longer by one-sided initiatives from or within the West. Further "reparation" was called for. 
